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1 . Chapter 1 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own either Gate or Warhammer because if I did 

the I would have removed that heresy known as The End 

Times** 

**GATE: So The Old World Fought** 

**Prologue** 

**Altdorf 2525 TO** 

In the Imperial capital the sounds of celebration could be heard 
throughout the entire city as the citizens of the empire enjoy what 
Sigmar himself would approve of. Today had marked the end of the 
campaign that was launched to clear out the remnants of the Chaos 
hoards that still remained after the now titled "Storm of Chaos" were 
forced into a full retreat. During the two year endeavor the Alliance 
of Order between the forces of the Empire of Man, Dwarfs of the 
Worlds Edge Mountains and High Elves of Ulthuan reclaimed territory 
that had once been occupied by the barbaric host with the Empire at 
the forefront. 

The result of such a campaign had drastic effects on the Empire whose 
armies now stood tattered and beaten to the point of disbandment 
started the new idea of contracting mercenary guilds to form their 
own regiments to hold the line until the elector counts could 
replenish their own state armies, this caused a large influx in 



mercenary companies expanding to cover multiple cities with most 
putting their Headquarters in the Capitals of their respective 
states. In order to maintain communicat ion, the colleges of magic 
unveiled a new creation of their own design a special orb that 
allowed then user to converse in real time via the winds of magic. 
Satisfied with their creation the _kommunikat ior kugel_ or _Kugel_ 
for short allowed for troops and even fortresses on the fore fronts 
to keep in contact with each other, the only downside of this was 
that they took a very longtime to produce and very few currently 
existed . 

The conflict also saw a rise in innovation in the Dwarfs who now 
started to enter the final testing stages of experimental weapons and 
civil inventions centuries in the making, the reason for such a 
speedy development of technology was after seeing the devastation 
caused by the hoards the Dwarf Guild of Engineers voted unanimously 
to being more open minded in new ideas so long they were for the good 
of the Karak. One new creation that was the currently in the works 
for was the new Dwarf airship the _Thunder Child _a ship attached to 
a large balloon armed with a small array of cannon and organ guns. 
Being the first of its kind it was meant to both a transport and 
warship until newer variants could be built and mass production could 
be implemented. The other nations soon took note of this and some 
started to say that the Dwarfs were on their way to being how they 
once were in their days before the Times of Woe. 

It was the High Elves who proved to be the biggest one in having to 
change to a new world. With mounting realization that they could not 
stand against Chaos alone and though never said aloud were impressed 
that simple men were able to hold their own against demons and come 
out on top. This lead to the decision to inform them about one of 
their most heavily guarded (at least according to their pride) High 
Elf secrets: the existence of their Dark Elf cousins. To say that the 
other members of the alliance were shocked was an understatement then 
again hearing that one of the oldest races in the world have been 
fighting a seemingly endless civil war against their darker twins 
from a race that is known for being overly prideful would be a first 
for anyone. It was rumored that upon hearing this the other 
negotiators fainted from shock for never in the history of the Old 
World had the High Elves ever admitted to something that involves 
swallowing their pride. When word got out that Dark Elves were the 
ones responsible for raiding coastal settlements more and more Elves 
started to grow less cold to the other races and some even started to 
hypothetically pull their pointy eared heads out of their cavernous 
asses. As a show of good friendship the Dwarfs improved trade while 
the Empire gave some small strips of coastal land for them to use as 
small settlements and outposts to operate on the mainland. 

If things were not exciting enough word soon spread that the Emperor 
Karl Eranz himself had invited Dwarf High King Thorgrim Grudgbearer 
and High Elf Phoenix King Einubar the Seafarer to the capital as his 
personal guests. This now brings us to today as many of the streets 
are lined with crowds of mixed races waiting to get a glimpse of both 
Kings . 

Yet while most of the city and its inhabitants were waiting to be in 
the sight of Dwarf and Elf royalty one man was currently sulking in 
some nearly empty tavern near one of the cities many now crowded 
markets. He wore a simple piece of plate armor with a wolf's head 
design over his torso with a trench coat similar to that of a witch 



hunter's. Upon his arm was an arm band with the design of blood red 
raven with the words _Bruder im Blut _surrounding it also in red. 
Attached to his left hip was a small buckler shield while on his back 
was a sword approximately half a meter in length including the hilt 
also with a wolf head design on the pummel. Strapped across his 
breast plate were two pistols each with gold lining and the initials 
W. M. etched into their stocks also in gold. The man's name was one 
Wilhelm von Manstein the current second in command of the Reikland 
Division and Captain of the mercenary company known as The Blood 
Wolves Altdorf guild. He was a medium sized man of about 22 years of 
age, but don't let his size and age fool for he has been known to 
take on a dozen men at the same time and has seen things that no man 
could ever have dreamed of seeing during his two years prior to the 
invasion as a Lieutenant and during the campaigns to reclaim the 
northern regions as a Captain. His hair was a sandy blonde color and 
just below his left eye was that upon his weather beaten face was a 
scare that had not fully healed from some battle in some campaign. 
However, whenever people approached the subject of the conflict or 
even his life prior to his mercenary career he would either simply 
not talk about it or if they were being rude would get in to a large 
brawl . 

Wilhelm was currently sitting at the bar sipping down another pint of 
ale when he heard someone call his attention "Morning Captain good to 
see you're still in good health" the voice was one well known to 
Wilhelm for it belonged to one Felix Saltzpyre one of Wilhelm's 
officers, and close child hood friend. Felix was a large man but not 
as in fat but as in strong and well-built his hair was almost 
nonexistent having been shaved off when he went in to the Clergy of 
Sigmar. He wore the standard armor worn by your average warrior 
priest adorned with parchments of scripture for protection. Like many 
priests he carried a large ruin engraved Warhammer as Sigmar did when 
he was gifted Ghal Maraz by a dwarf king. Felix had once been a 
friend of Wilhelm's prior to joining the Cult of Sigmar which is 
ironic considering he was probably one of the most vice filled man he 
knew when it came to women. The captain couldn't count the number of 
times he and Felix had gone out for drinks only to find out that his 
colleague had gotten drunk to the point where he slept with three 
women at once including the tavern owner's daughter on some 
occasions. When the chaos hoards that had stormed through the 
northern providences were being pushed back Wilhelm had been a part 
of the guild for two years and was recently promoted to a pack leader 
when he met up with Felix in a small village that had just been 
abandon by The Hordes, after some convincing he joined the Guild as 
both warrior and spiritual support for the men when needed and has 
remained by Wilhelm's side since then. 

While turning to the three behind him he spoke "Shouldn't you all be 
out waiting for a bunch of royal Dwarfs and Elves to be entering the 
city ? " 

"We were but then Krellian said you should be with us. I said it was 
best not to but the she elf was dead set on dragging us with her to 
find you." said the short deep voiced dwarf known as Rungni he was 
about your average height for a dwarf of around 100 years. He wore no 
armor and carried on two hand axes, but the most feature was his hair 
and beard were colored a bright orange while the hair was formed a 
large fanned crest showing him as a slayer of Karak Kadrin or Slayer 
Keep in the tongues of man. His story is one of honor and atonement, 
25 years prior to joining the Blood Wolves Rungni was a responsible 



for training alongside a clan's warriors which one him favor in the 
family, but after a battle in which the head was killed he started 
blaming himself for his death even when neither the family nor his 
men did. Overcome by grief and despair Rungni travelled to Karak 
Kadrin and took the Slayer Oath, for the next 20 years he went on 
traveling and fighting anything he could find in order to fulfill his 
oath even taking on small jobs to have some coin for supplies. In 
2521 he was traveling to Altdorf in hopes of finding some temporary 
work when he came across an 18-year-old Wilhelm surprisingly holding 
his own against some bandits, after assisting in dispatching last of 
the would be thieves he and the dwarf continued on their way to the 
capital. During said trip the two spoke about their lives up till 
then when Rugni mentioned his need for coin which caused the manling 
to suggest he join with him at The Blood Wolves not only would he 
have coin but also a roof over his head and a decent meal and with 
his status as a slayer that meant high danger jobs could be his way 
to fulfill his vows sooner. When the veteran slayer heard this he 
instantly jumped at the opportunity to fulfill his oath and agreed 
and managed to join the guild as both a combat trainer while taking 
time to take jobs with 

Currently he was pointing to the now named Krellian who now had a 
slightly annoyed look as she glared at the dwarf before offering her 
rebuttal to his earlier statement "Oh please Rungni as soon as I 
mentioned he was in a tavern you were all for coming here." She like 
all elves had the ears and long flowing silver hair to prove it, on 
her hips were a pair of short hand blades for close quarters and on 
her back was bow and quiver full of arrows, she wore a green robe 
with a hood while a mask hid her lower face from view. While she 
looked to be in her early to mid-twenties in reality no one knew of 
her true age or why she even joined it is only known that she was a 
part of the guild six months after Wilhelm and Rungni joined and only 
after she had beaten half of the guild who were whistling at her (not 
counting the previously named members) into a blood pulp before going 
on about how she claimed to hear voices calling out to her and lead 
her to the guild. She actually chose to be with Wilhelm and his team 
on jobs and proved to be able to open up to him and his men easier 
than the other even Rungni . 

Back to the present the elf and dwarf were currently in a heated 
debate as a result of some comments about ears and legs while the two 
men just laughed at how the two had started to argue like an old 
married couple not that they would say that out loud unless they wish 
to suffer the wrath of either of a furious wood elf whose skills in 
hand to hand are just as terrifying as her ability with a bow or a 
wrench totting dwarf who while short in size held the strength of ten 
men. While the two were quarreling Felix spoke to his friend. "So 
captain what do you say are you coming or not?" 

"Come now you know I never care to get involved in Royalty or these 
so called "Victory" celebrations, they are nothing more than 
distractions from the costs of war." He was being serious at this 
point a thing he never really did unless death was involved which was 
mainly when either a member died in battle and in the time afterwards 
to allow him to sulk in misery. He did however know that unless he 
went he would be unable to drink in peace. "But now that I think 
about it is time for my patrol you three can join me after this round 
if you want I could use the company." And with that said he and the 
others paid for their last round before heading out just in time to 
see the welcoming of the Elves and Dwarfs. 



**Forests outskirts North of Altdorf** 

On the road that leads to the Imperial Capital a large gate appeared 
out of nowhere concerning some local militia who set out to inspect 
it. Upon their arrival all hell broke loose when out of the gate came 
first about a dozen small wyverns with riders who instantly scattered 
the local militia a small hand full started try and run to warn the 
city with the riders in pursuit. At the same time out of the gate 
came a hoard of creatures reminiscent of ores but smaller along with 
creatures that looked pig-like in features. Behind them came a more 
terrifying sight regiments of men in armor carrying large rectangular 
shields and short swords securing the area before what could only be 
assumed was the commander arrived on horseback who was then 
approached by a dragon rider who returned speaking a strange language 
"Lord General sir the local forces are retreating to a city what we 
can assume is this place's capital about an hour's hard march south 
from here" said commander then looked to the man "Excellenta€ 1 tell 
the riders, cavalry and creatures to move out and secure as many 
openings as possible" "Yes sir" said the scout before running off to 
relay the under commanders their orders. Within thirty minutes the 
entire invading army was on the march south into towards Altdorf with 
only one thought in their minda€ 1 conquest. 

**Author's Note** 

**Well there you have it folks the prologue to this hopefully amazing 
story. I just want to clarify a few things first that may have not be 
clearly stated.** 

**I will be using the Warhammer Fantasy Universe that came out from 
the sadly now no longer canonized "Great Storm of Chaos" ****nOT 
****the End Times stupidity that wrecks most of my favorite 
factions . * * 

**I will be using the languages from our world that roughly match 
their old world counterpart such as German in place for 
Reikspeil . * * 

**Some of the OCs will be getting paired at, currently I only know 
Wilhelm will either get Pina or Bozes. Also so you know Tuka and 
Lelie will get their own elf and mage respectively, there will be 
more possible but these are confirmed ** 

**Also in case you guys want to learn more about the universe of 
Warhammer Fantasy go to Arch Warhammer on YouTube he does some very 
informative and comical stuff with lecturing the lore and stuff, 
thanks for stopping by and remember: Read, Rate, Review. ** 

_**Bis Spater**_ 


2 . Chapter 2 
Normal talk 
"_thought s 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own either Gate or Warhammer because if I did 
the I would have removed that heresy known as The End 



Times** 


**GATE: So The Old World Fought** 

**Chapter 1: Dogs of War and a Short Lived Peace** 

"_Yes my son, Tilea is where you must go! ' my father said, 'For from 
the city of Miragliano, the famous freebooter El Cadavo sets sail 
this very week upon a voyage to the west, to win new kingdoms and 
explore lands no man has ever visited before!" -Fleugweiner 
Sonderblitz, Lustrian Adventurer_ 

**Altdorf 2525 IC ** 

In one of Altdorf's grand market places there stood a large building 
that at a glance looked like it was something of a cross between a 
small keep and a mansion, it stood at five stories high with banners 
flying The Empire's colors from turrets and towers, yet just below 
those flags flew an equal number of black ones with the blood red 
wolf's head that most people living in close proximity of said 
building has come to love for this building was the home and 
headquarters to The Blood Wolves. When one first enters this monument 
to the mercenaries that worked there they would find themselves in 
what would look like your basic tavern only bigger due to the amount 
of people that get served daily while on the second floor were more 
tables along with small single person rooms while on levels three and 
four there a mix of rooms that could hold anywhere from one to four 
people while on the top floor was two rooms each with their own 
office adjacent to each other. It was one of these rooms that the 
guild's overall captain would call his home using the other as a 
guest room for high ranking officials. 

Aside from basic living spaces and places to eat the guild also had 
areas for those with skills whether they were members or not to 
practice a variety of skills that could be helpful to the guild. In 
the far back of the guild was fully functioning forge with an armory 
fully stocked with anything ranging from daggers swords, axes, 
hammers, bows, even some of the repeater handguns that outriders use. 
Across from this arsenal a what supposedly a safe distance was the 
rune of strength reinforced building that acted as a workshop and 
store house for the guild's heavy weapons some as well as some of the 
experimental weapons, but due to the constant messing with gunpowder 
and all other manners of boom has caused the runes as well as the 
poor members who have to work in and around said building have 
undergone extensive stress testing. Between these two weapon filled 
buildings was a large courtyard that was used as a training field and 
archery range while also acting as a sort of mustering field when the 
whole guild was called into service. 

Currently the hall was filled with most of its basic low ranking 
members these were the members that made of the bulk of the guild 
which would form groups called a _rudel _and normally placed under 
command of an officer hand selected by the guild's captain who would 
report any issues and reports after completion of a job to the 
captain. Most of these underlings were currently enjoying the 
celebration others talking about their recent adventures, one table 
in particular catches the eye for at said furniture sat seven figures 
which consisted of two identical looking elves, three dwarfs of 
various beard lengths, and two men one of about 16 the other of about 
25 all drinking. 



To one this table would probably not catch much attention but to 
those in the guild knew that seated at that table was one of the most 
powerful groups in the entire hall for they were all but two members 
from Wilhelm's own personal _rudel _where each member was hand 
selected and were placed in sometimes in shared command of certain 
departments within the guild which ranged from being quartermaster to 
being in charge of any and all magic users in the guild. 

The names of the two Elves were Larandar and Farlandar brothers and 
head of archery and quartermaster respectively. Both joined after 
their father was killed by a beastman chief that somehow crossed the 
mountains in to The Empire and joined to help in their personal quest 
for vengeance, yet while this was 50 years ago they both looked to be 
around the age of 18(1) . When Krellian is not around they have a 
habit of slaking off but when in her presence they almost always fall 
into line to avoid her reprimands. 

The Dwarfs went by Gulir, Rusil and Eelin while not related all had 
spent their lives in Altdorf with the exception of Eelin. Rusil was 
the son of an ousted engineer who was overly inventive a trait he 
ended up inheriting and joined as an alternative to teaching in the 
Imperial Gunnery School in Nuln and currently he is head of any and 
all work done in the guild's workshop while also being allowed to 
"experiment" to his heart's content. Gulir was a Dwarf Ranger who 
after being fed up with the way most of his kind treated those in his 
line of work decided use his skills where he could at least get some 
genuine thanks for his actions. Wilhelm found his prowess quite 
useful to where he found it fit to give him the position of head of 
scouting. While Eelin may not have lived in the city he still enjoyed 
the guild, he was originally a rune smith from some distant mountain 
hold and joined during the campaigns to reclaim lost land. He was 
given the role of making the weapons and was elected by the Dwarfs to 
be their form of representation. 

Lastly the names of the two men the eldest was one Heinrich Volgener 
and the young one was his apprentice Marcus. Heinrich was one of the 
guild's local mages he is well adapted in Azyr but is also 
knowledgeable in some of the other winds while Marcus was some street 
orphan who had shown great potential in being able to use magic so 
after pulling a few strings Heinrich got permission to train the boy 
in the trade until he could be accepted into one of the colleges of 
magic (2 ) . 

"I never thought in all of my life that I would be celebrating an 
alliance that formed between the two races that were once thought 
inferior to my own." said a slightly more than tipsy 
Earlandar . 

"Funny coming from the one whose own race also joined in said 
alliance." Came the reply from a smirking Gulir before he 
continued . 

"Though when I think of it I guess it was about time your island 
dwelling cousins took whatever it was that wasn't shit out of their 
asses so it could smell roses. Oh wait that's right it was their 
heads that were stuck." 


"HEY!" was the response from both brothers who by now had veins 
popping out. While Larandar managed to regain his composer and return 



the insult . 


"Well at least we don't constantly have our faces stuck inside of an 
Ale mug all the time. I am sure that it would cause anyone but your 
kind to stay short for an eternity." 

This went on for another half hour until finally Rusil said something 
about being a pointy eared bastard and the brothers said something 
about beards and food storage that resulted in both sides saying 
indignantly "That's it we're settling this right here right now." and 
with that another guild wide brawl was started. 

(Musical Cue: Two hornpipes (extended version) by: Hans Zimmer 
start ) 

While the rest of the guild was tearing itself apart the other 
members of the table were just sitting at the bar watching the chaos 
unfold. Marcus being the youngest was concerned that things were 
getting out of hand when he piped up frantically. 

"Don't you think we should stop them" he said to no one in particular 
as he sweat dropped when he saw that his mentor and local runesmith 
both acting as if nothing was happening to their beloved home. "Uh 
mentor the guild is being wrecked and you're just drinking like 
nothing is happening." 

"Don't worry laddie they'll stop once the captain arrives" said an 
unconcerned Felin. That is when the senior mage looked up from the 
book he was reading and comforted his young apprentice. 

"He is right when the captain arrives he will set things right" 

"But wh- " 

"Look laddie when Wilhelm returns with him will be Rungni and 
Krellian and you know how those two deal with those four for starting 
another fight. Also to get involved now would mean we get dragged 
into this fight we want no part of or risk getting chastised along 
with the others for not setting an example for the guild." 

"He's right beside the whole guild is going to be reprimanded anyway 
and it is better to be on the sidelines of the yelling then in its 
path" said the mage. 

This settled Marcus as he returned to sit next to Heinrich to 
continue watching the fight dodging the occasionally thrown bottle or 
unlucky member. This madness lasted for roughly another half hour 
when just when it seemed things were about to move to the upper 
levels a single shot rang out getting the attention of almost 
everyone in the guild. Wilhelm and the others had returned and while 
the Dwarf, Elf and priest didn't look too happy about the third fight 
to happen that week it was nothing compared to that of their Captain. 
He had a look that could make a horde of battle hardened Chaos 
warriors stop in their tracks, pale before turning around and run 
straight for their safe demon infested wastelands, in other words to 
say he was pissed was an understatement. 

"WHAT IN SIGMAR'S HOLY NAME IS GOING ON HERE" he shouted at the top 
of his lungs while glaring at the wrecked hall breathing heavily to 
calm down. 



(Two Hornpipes (extended) by: Hans Zimmer end) 


"Well am I going to get any answers to who or what happened to cause 
the fight . " 

"They did it." Was the collective response from the members who were 
watching their commanding officer while pointing the telltale finger 
towards the twin Elves and two Dwarfs currently entangled with each 
other grabbing at beards, hair even ears unaware they were the only 
ones still fighting. 

"_I should've known these four were the causea€ 1 again" _Wilhelm 
sighed inwardly before looking to Rungni and Krellian "Do you guys 
mind dealing with this I need a drink before I give the same old 
speech again." 

"Sure captain I'll take care of those two hot heads even if I have to 
force them to take the slayer's oath" replied an irate 
slayer . 

"Those two idiots I leave them for an hour and they wreck half of the 
guild I swear a new record in stupidity" said a scare calm Krellian 
as she glared daggers at her two kin. 

"Very well have at them Felix come with me I'll need you." 

"Yes sir." Was the reply from the three as they all went their 
separate ways . 

"_22 years old and already I'm getting to old for this scheisse." _he 
thought before downing his first pint. 

**One hour (and several pints of ale) later** 

Wilhelm was standing on the second level balcony overlooking the 
guild's hall he had just finished listing off the damages done to the 
guild and was ready to give his reprimand. From his point of view, he 
could see most of the members who had involvement in the fight were 
either looking at the ground ashamed others had sheepish looks on 
their faces. In the center of the room Farlandar, Larandar, Gulir, 
and Rusil had a various number of large welts on their heads and tied 
to chairs so they wouldn't try to skip out on the captain's speech. 
After staring at the crowd he taking a sharp intake of air before 
starting his same general lecture again. 

"Well now that the guild is finally repaired I think I can find it 
safe to assume that this kind of childish behavior won't be happening 
again now?" He stopped to watch as some of the members gave slightly 
ashamed nods before continuing "Good because since there are members 
of Dwarf and Elf nobility in the city I doubt they would think kindly 
of us constantly fighting among ourselves. Look I'm no philosopher or 
priest I'm just your captain but all of you, no we are all something 
completely different. The words of our guild say it all _Bruder im 
Blut _maybe not in actual blood but we have shed our blood enough 
time in combat side by side with your fellows. We fight alongside our 
brothers in arms not for coin even if we are mercenaries we fight for 
something closer our brothers, our family and that is why we are The 
Blood Wolves . " 



As he finished his speech the mood in the guild changed as things 
went from brooding to cheering as pride filled wolf howls; the guilds 
unofficial battle cry filled the hall. Wilhelm simply smiled at the 
display of guild pride, he knew he probably didn't stop the 
infighting but at least he settled the issue for now. Satisfied he 
went out to the training field to get some fresh air there he saw two 
figures one was a woman with long flowing black hair wearing a 
barmaid's uniform the other was a man with a thick beard and mustache 
that covered much of his lower jawline he was wearing a fur skin hat 
while only wearing a pair of undergarments for the lower body. Their 
names were Dimitri Rost and Nina Chernitsky two Kislevites the most 
recent member of Wilhelm's _rudel. _Both had been refugees from 
Kislev when their village was utterly wiped out by marauding 
Northmen, they had been so frightened that they kept riding until 
they entered Reikland where they ran into Wilhelm and Rungni coming 
back from a job but the dwarf was slightly injured and they were 
running low of supplies. 

Dimitri seeing, he could capitalize on this offered that in exchange 
for a safe escort him and Nina would give them some supplies and help 
heal the veteran slayer in return, both mercenaries accepted and 
joined them. During the trip Dimitri talked about how he and Nina 
were childhood friends and prior to meeting they tended to horses and 
other animals as well as making medicinal balms. Upon reaching the 
walls of Altdorf Wilhelm offered the two jobs at the guild to help 
them earn a living. They at first refused saying that neither of them 
had any combat experience but when Wilhelm mentioned jobs that didn't 
involve combat as well as saying that he would teach them how to 
fight they agreed. Dimitri took the job of tending to the guilds 
horses and other animals that eventually came to include the mounted 
elements of the guild while Nina was in charge of medicinal issues 
while working as the guild's barmaid on the side. 

"Good to see you guys weren't involved in that earlier" said the 
Captain grinning at his two colleagues. 

"Same here Wilhelm well sorry to run off but I've got people to 
serve." Said the black haired barmaid as she left giving a slight 
blush as she eyed the half-naked stable boy. Dimitri said nothing 
until she had left before expelling the air from his lungs 
sighing . 

"I swear you just won't admit it will you Dimitri." 

"What do mean captain?" said the confused horsemen. 

"I mean that you won't admit your feelings for Nina when she 
obviously has them for you. I just don't see why you try and deny 
them you are after all a lonely man." 

"WHAT?! I don't see where you have a right in saying that, I mean 
you're no better. In all my time here every time a woman has 
approached you with said feelings you always somehow scare them off, 
if either one of us is lonely it is you." 

Wilhelm was about to rebuke his statement when a large crowd of 
civilians ran past in terror followed shortly by a horrendous 
screech. The source of said sound was a large winged dragon with a 
rider on its back that had cornered a heavily wounded swordsman about 
18 years of age who was trying to fend of the foul 



creature . 


"Dimitri get Felix, Rungni and Krellian tell them I'll and tell 
Heinrich to take over and help any civilians into the guild." 

"Yes sir" were the last words from the Kislevite's mouth before 
running off to carry out his orders. 

Not one to waste time when lives were at stake Wilhelm took a pistol 
from his belt and fired at the monster's head hitting one of its 
eyes. As the foul beast screeched out in pain it's rider fell from 
his mounting roughly five meters from the others, taking the 
advantage Wilhelm grabbed the swordsman getting him to safety. 

"Are you alright son?" he asked. 

"Yes sir it's just a flesh wound." he weakly replied coughing up some 
blood in the process. 

"You got a name boy" 

"Klaus sir" 

Wilhelm looked at the boy he was young and looked as if he had yet to 
draw blood. He couldn't explain it but he could almost swear that he 
was looking in a mirror, but more on that later for right now he 
wanted answers . 

"So care to explain what's going on?" 

"Well what it's like thisa€l" 

**Earlier at Altdorf's North Gate (post guild fight)** 

Altdorf being The Empire's capital it would make sense to think that 
it would have one of the largest garrison stationed inside it even 
during a celebration like today you would wrong. 

While it is true Altdorf had a large garrison most of the soldiers 
and officers had the week off for the celebration and only a minimal 
force of those who volunteered to stay on duty along with free 
companies to at least patrol the crowds and walls. In order to 
compensate for this both High King Thorgrim and Phoenix King Einubar 
assigned some of their men to assist and some mixed divisions of 
dwarfs, elves and troops from other Imperial states encamped in all 
directions within five miles of the city with messengers reporting 
hourly. Currently three swordsmen including Klaus were in one of the 
towers overlooking the mile of space between the city and the forests 
joining them was an elf archer and a dwarf quarreler the latter 
struggling to look over the ramparts that were made for men not 
dwarfs . 

"Ugh what is going on out there?" he complained when the elf suddenly 
got a smirk. 

"Shall I describe it for you or would you like me to get you a box?" 
[3] this snide comment simply earned the elf a short glare and a 
silent curse before the dwarf returned to his struggles. 

Of the three men watching the leader was currently grumbling about 



not seeing anything when one of his colleagues pointed something 
out . 

"Captain look" 

"what is it Klaus?" 

"I don't know sir, it looks like some very large birds and they're 
coming our way fast." 

"Maybe they're Pegasus Knights from Bretonnia?" suggested one of the 
soldiers . 

It was here when the Elf got a good look at the anomaly that was 
getting the attention of not only their tower but also whole garrison 
on the gate and North wall section. With a squint of his farseeing 
eyes he soon recoiled in shock before shouting out his discovery 
"Those are not Pegasus those are dragons." 

"WHAT!" was the collective response from men, dwarfs and elves in the 
immediate area. 

"I can see at least a dozen or so and by the looks of it they have 

riders on their backs and waitaC 1 what's thisaCl there is a large 

mass of cavalry and what looks like creatures coming out of the 
forest heading straight for us." 

"Damn we must warn the populaceaC 1 Klaus ride to the palace tell them 
of our situation try to get as many people to safety on the other 
side of the river we'll stay and keep these bastards away for as long 
as we can . " 

"Yes sir." Said the soldier as he turned to leave when he stopped 

"and sir may Sigmar bless you for it has been an honor to serve under 

your command." And with a short salute continued to act on his 
orders . 

"Alright you three let ' s show these bastards what happens when you 
fuck with The Empire and her allies" 

Neither the dwarf or elf said a word both simple readied their 
weapons to support their melee comrades soon others on the walls 
followed their lead and were ready for a batt lea€ 1 they were dead 
before they could get off their first arrow/ bolt. Eour dragons 
continued on wreaking havoc in the immediate area around the 
gatehouse while the riders of the other eight dismounted and started 
to open the lager gate. Within 5 minutes both armies of creatures and 
mounted soldiers arrived, at this point an officer rode up to the 
soldiers still mounted on their dragons. 

"You two are to hold the area around the gate with the cavalry while 
you two and the creatures continue forward until the main force 
arrives " 

"Yes sir" said the four riders as the went on while the knight looked 
around at the city of this world. 

"_Where in the name of the Gods are we, no matter we have crushed 
vast kingdoms and subjugated numerous races so this land will be no 
different." _He thought as he started to organize his men. 



**Present time 


* * 


"a€land after running warning anyone I found to take refuge in the 
palace." Klaus said as he stood there still frightened. 

Wilhelm looked concerned he wanted to inquire more on who or what was 
attacking his beloved home, but as he was about to ask more questions 
the foul beast's rider had regained consciousness and was now about 
to charge the two. Thinking fast he shoved young Klaus out of the way 
while his free hand drew his blade. Just as it looked like the 
dismounted rider was about to earn an easy kill the telltale sound of 
metal on metal contact rang in the street as the young captain had 
brought out his blade catching him off guard pushing him back giving 
him time to grab his shield and take a defensive stance. The enemy 
rider after regaining his footing had pulled out a small dagger and 
was holding it in his left hand blade point down while his right held 
a short sword poised to strike at Wilhelm. Not wasting anytime the 
mercenary captain attempted to lock weapons with his opponent which 
he succeeded in doing, but then found himself struggling in trying to 
not get cut with the man's knife. When it looked like things were not 
going to end well the rider yelled out in pain as Klaus had managed 
to summon up enough courage to thrust his blade into his enemy's 
right leg giving Wilhelm time to finish the job with one powerful 
slash through the rider's neck bone. As Wilhelm looked up from his 
decapitated opponent whose blood was bubbling out into the newly 
formed red river he saw that Klaus had grown pale and was currently 
bent over empting the contents of his stomach. 

"I-I-I killed him." He finally managed to mutter out before he felt a 
hand on his shoulder. 

"We killed him, but now is not the time for this there are more lives 
at stake." Came the reply from Wilhelm while trying help the young 
boy to his feet, but quickly was dragged down by him when he saw both 
of them were about to be knocked down by the partially blind dragon's 
tail . 

"_Great this thing again" _the captain mentally cursed. 

Just as it looked like things were an arrow streaked from the 
rooftops impaling the giant lizard's other good eye blinding it fully 
courtesy of the local she-elf. Krellian's voice called out to them 
with her usual catch phrase/ insult depending on context. 

"Get a move on lumberfoots I'll cover you." 

Following said advice both men ran towards the guild but Wilhelm 
turned around to join Felix and Rungni the later riding on the back 
of the creature's head with his axes embedded in to its wildly 
thrashing neck while Felix had managed to bring his hammer down on 
one of creature's claws causing a cry of pain to escape its throat. 
Taking the advantage, the captain ran for its stomach in which he 
thrust deep into the beast's heart and with a great final deathly cry 
of pain the rider less dragon died. 

"Are you alright captain" was the first thing asked by a concerned 
Felix . 


"I'm fine but get the rest of the members ready to move out. Krellian 



you and Gur go and check the North wall and get an idea of what's 
coming our way, but stay out of sight." 

"Aye they'll never know we were there." 

"Good use the roofs if necessary, but stay out of sight after you are 
finished retreat to the Palace. Rungni tell Rusil and Felin to load 
up everything from the armory and workshop were falling back to the 
palace, but make sure there is room for civilians for we have to 
ensure as many of them stay alive as possible." 

"I'm on it." Were the last words from the slayer's mouth before he 
turned to follow his captain's orders leaving Wilhelm to ponder the 
situation . 

"_What the fuck is going on? War is over and yet here we are being 
attacked by another enemy whatever it is I pray the palace holds. If 
we fail many people will die."_ 

**Altdorf's North gate** 

Back at the occupied section of wall the attacking army wasted no 
time in securing their foothold in the city's northern districts, 
already many shops were destroyed and countless numbers of dead 
civilians were on the streets. The lucky ones some could say they 
were, those not killed outright, mostly women were either raped 
beforehand or stuffed into a cart that was being sent back in the 
direction of the Gate to a fate unknown. The soldiers didn't care 
about age so long it was female and still breathing they took turns 
having their way with it. This went on until the main legion arrived 
and the commanding general looked in disgust. 

"STOP that now you are men of The Empire not barbaric savages show 
some restraint until after the battle." He roared getting the 
attention to all those around him. The woman whose maidenhood had 
just been saved for the time being then threw herself at the feet of 
the man's horse groveling, he of course did not understand her but 
could tell she was thanking him. He looked at her before calling to a 
mounted centurion. 

"Take this one and have her put with the slaves meant for Prince 
Zorzala€ 1 unspoiled, he's the one backing this 'expedition' after 
all" 

"Yes sir" was the officer's response before two soldiers grabbed the 
woman. The general looked at the buildings and a small smile formed 
on his lips. 

"I must say for a new world it is quite remnant of home." 

"Lord general" 

"Sorry just thinking out loud, but enough for now what do the scouts 
say of the city's defenses and layout." 

"According to the dragon knight that returned the city lays the fork 
of a river and is divided into three sections each connected by a 
number of bridges. In the most southern part there is what looks like 
some sort palace, it is currently under siege by half of our 
auxiliary cohorts while the rest are battling those enemy soldiers 



that got caught behind our advance they should not take long to deal 
with . " 

"I see. How are we for siege equipment?" 

"We have some two battering rams and as soon as we can get an idea of 
how high the walls of this palace we will have ladders built as for 
the auxiliaries the have their hammerers and lastly there is the 
catu- " . 

"No" said the general interrupting the centurion. 

"Sir?" 

"I do not wish to destroy such a fine city. I know not why but I find 
it too beautiful to put to the torch, but I do know that if one of 
the flaming shots goes off course the city will be ablaze. Am I 
making myself clear?" 

"Yes sir, yes to everything BUT the catapults." 

"Good now ready the men we move out immediately." and after a quick 
salute the centurion left to ready his men while the general stood 
there pondering the situation. 

"_We have conquered before, yet now I feel something ominous is 
approaching. No matter we will not lose we are men of The Empire 
ruled by Emperor Molt himself who has ensured us victory." _He 
thought to himself, but little did he know in a few days he would be 
dancing to a different tune. 

**Chapter End** 

**Well folks here end the first official chapter sorry it is a bit 
long, but I am a heavy believer in quick short introductions and 
longer chapters but now for the Author's Note** 

**I was unsure how one converts ages with elves so I basically made 
Earlandar and Larander look about the age of Tuka.** 

**This does not mean he is a wizard of more than one type of wind of 
magic being I doubt that would be possible only that he has knowledge 
of the other winds.** 

**Sorry but I couldn't resist. Someone was watching LOTR in another 
while I was typing and this somehow got put in.** 

**Anyway hope you guys enjoyed this chapter sorry it took some time 
but research is a pain that is necessary when writing fiction. Read, 
Rate, Review.** 

**Bis Spater** 


End 
f lie . 



